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An Excellent Sonnet of the Unfortunate LOVES, 
of Hero and Leander. Tune of, Gerards miſtris. 
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Hero. Leander. 
HO fares H-ro, | | 
- 2 py fair Leander, © vonchſafe to ſprak> Though J am thy conffant Lover fill. | 
leff mp heart bꝛeak, and ever will, 


Jbaniſhf am from thy ſweet company, Py angry Father is thy Enemy, 
Tis not Be ſtill 


Thy Fathers anger can abaſe mv love, Doth ſtrive tokeep*s aſunder now and then, 


| | ſtill will pꝛove poo2 Ferry men 
Thy faithful friend until ſach time J Dye, They dare not waft thee over leſt they dpe. 
Though Fate  Noz2 yet 
And Foꝛtune doth conſpire, Dare they convep me 
to interrupt our love unto my prar <0 now | 
En lpight of fate and foztunes hate, By Fathers rage will not aſaage, 
IJ ffill will conſtant pzove; noꝛ will the ſame allow, 
And though 8 "2 Be patient 
Our angry friends in malice, Then dear H:ro now | 
now our bodies parts as Jim true to thee, 
No? friends no? foes, no2 ſcars noz blows, Even [7 traſt tho! aitas juſt, 
chall ſeperate our hearts. and /aithfal unto me. 
Leander. Hero. 
What voice Is there 
Is this that calls Leand-r from her Bower, No way to ſtay an angry Fathers wꝛath. 
| ktkirom vonder Tower, | whole kury hath 
The eccho of this voice doth ſure pzocecd, Wetreav'd his child of comfo2t and content, 
Hero. Leander. 
Leander. O ro, ; 
Tis thy Hero fain would come to thee, Dear +lero theres no way that J do know, 
if it might be, to caſe my Woe, 
Thy —_ makes my tender heart to blæd, + days ot joy and comfozt now is ſpent, 
ut oh | ou may, 
This pleaſant river Heliſponte, As well go tame | 
which is the proples wonder a Lyon in the Wilderneſs, 
Thoſe waves ſo high doth inju.y, As to perſwade my Fathers aid, 
by parting us aſynder. to help me in diſtrels, 
And though | Dis anger 
There's Ferry men good ſroꝛe And his River hath 
yet none will ſtand mr find, kept us alunder long, 
To waft me o 2e ta that fair ſhoze, Ve hath his will, his humour ſtilt, 
Where all my riet ſhall end. and we have all the wꝛong. 
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Wut when 


Mer aged Father theſe things underſtands, 


he wꝛings his hands, 


the which ſhall keep, And tears his hoary hair from off his head, 


Me from the imbꝛatements of my deareſt Society | | 
7 (friend He ſhuns and doth feꝛſaks his meat, 


92 thzough 


is ſilver ſtream, my way J mean to taks, 
* "Mm even fo2 thy ſake, And oft doth make the towly ground his bed, 


his grief*s ſo great, 


Foꝛ thy dear ſake mp deareſt life J'le ſpend, Dmy 


Though waves 

And wirds ſhould both conſpire, 
mine enemies to be, 

Spy lov's ſo ſtrong, J fear no wꝛong 
can happen unto me: 

O meet 

Me in chy Garden. ; 
where this pleaſant River glides, 

Lend me thy hand, dꝛaw me ts 1 and, 
what ever me betides. 


Now mut 
A make my tender lender arms my Oars, 


Leander would that J 
had dp'd to ſave thy life, 
Oꝛ that J had when J was ſav, 
made thee bzave Hero's wife. 1 
It was ; 

My treſpaſs, and J do 
confeſs J wꝛonged thee; 
Poſterity ſhall know hereby. 

the fault lay all in me. 


But lince 
The waves have caſt his body on the M and, 
upon the ſand, 


help watry powere, Pis Cops ſhall buried be in ſolemn wiſe, 


Pea little Fiſhes teach me how to ſwim, 
And all 


Pe ſea-nimphs guard me unto ponder banks, 


Dne grave | (tomb, 
Shall ſcrve them both, and one moſt ſtately 
Gel make him rome, 


J'le give you thanks Although her cozps be bꝛeathleſs where ſhe 


Bear up my body, ſtrengt hen every limb, 
come 
Leander now p;epare 
thy lovelp arms foz me. 
J come dear love, aſſiſt me Tove, 
A may ſo happy be, 
But oh! 
A mightp tempeſt role, 
and he was dꝛowen! d that Tide, 
In her fzic ſigkt, his hearts delight, 
and ſo with grief tc dy d. 
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Ve Fathers (lies 
Pave a ſpeclal care now, 
what ſoe r pou do, 2 
F®2 thoſe that parts true loyal hearts, 
themfelves wers never true. 
Though Fate 
And foztune crefſe pooz Lovers, 
ſometimes as we know, 
Pꝛay underſtand, have you no hard 
even in their overt how. 
FINES. 
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